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From the cliff, on the left of the dark pool below, 
is shaken down the filmy, transparent " Bridal Veil." 
Every waterfall has a Bridal Veil, but this is, the 
Laureate's veritable " slow-dropping veil of thinnest 
lawn," as one can see by its counterfeit presentment. 
Here I will leave my angler to meditate awhile, and 
drink his fill of that beauty in which Weir and Beard 
and Whittredge have loved to dip their pencils. He 
has still before him a mile of devious windings 

— filled with such witching nooks as that which 
stretches its tranquil, dreamy length across this page 

— ere he can gain the riverside, and set his feet to- 
ward Milford. May his day's luck be proportionate 
to his deserts as an angler, and his appreciation of 
the poets' and painters' haunts ! 

— Edmund C. Stedinan. 



A FEW WORDS ON ANGLING. 

If one can be said to belong to a profession which 
he has never followed, and of which he has no prac- 
tical knowledge, I -am an angler. I am an angler in 
theory, and I flatter myself that, under favorable cir- 
cumstances, I could become an an- 
gler in practice. I have fished in 
my time, of course, and my lines 
have fallen in pleasant places, as 
the fish have had reason to remem- 
ber, for the places which knew them 
once now know them no more. But 
it was in salt water, which your true 
, angler shuns. It was along the sea- 
coast of New England, chiefly along 
the south-eastern coast of Massa- 
chusetts, where fish of the com- 
mon sort abound. I have caught 
scup there, and tautog, and blue- 
fish, and occasionally a rock-bass. 

It was a delightful task, and if I had 
to choose between it and the sell- 
ing of stocks, as a means of liveli- 
hood, the stocks would remain un- 
sold. To the old conundrum — 

"Which would you rather do, or 

go a-fishing?" — there is but one 

answer, as far as I am concerned : 

"Go a-fishing." There is more in 

fishing than the inland novice 

dreams of. There is the morning 

sail of three or four miles, under the 

gray overcast sky. The town drifts 

astern, the lighthouse approaches, 

and boats before unseen heave in 

sight. The sea sets shoreward in 

long, rolling waves, and the wind 

blows from off the sea, fresh and 

cool, rumpling one's hair with its 

invisible fingers, and leaving a salt 

kiss on one's lips. We drop the 

anchor, the sail is pulled down, and 

with the boat rocking up and down 

we cast our baited -lines into the 

green, gusty water. We see noth- 
ing, but we feel something — what 

is it ? We jerk the line, but it is off. 

We put on more bait, and cast the 

line again. Another bite, another 

jerk, and we land a scup. It is not a beautiful fish 

like the trout; still, it is a fish, and as we came out 

after fish, it answers well enough for a beginning. 

The next haul brings in a rock-bass, and though it is 
not very lovely to behold, we declare it a beauty. 
By the time we have caught a dozen or more fish, 
the sport becomes exciting, and what makes it so to 
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most minds is the uncertainty which attends it. If 
we knew just what we should catch, and if we saw 
what we were to catch, half the zest would be gone. 
It is the casting of the line into the green obscurit5^ 
and the eagerness with which we wait to see what it 
will entice to its barbed clutch, that makes fishing the 
sport it is. 

This is all very well, my friend, I hear some tender- 
hearted reader exclaim, but you seem to have forgot- 
ten one thing. Not at all : I have not forgotten the 
fish. Dear old Leigh Hunt, the master of all of us in 
the art of humane thinking, has rendered that an im- 
possibility. You remember his little essay on " An- 
gling." and the stand that he makes against it on ac- 
count of its cruelty. He is severe on poor Izaak 
Walton, whom he accuses of inconsistency, and I 
know not what besides, and whose loveable old face 
assumes, in his pitying eyes, the aspect of a fish ! 
"He looks like a pike, dressed in broadcloth in- 
stead of butter." He asks us to imagine ourselves a 
sort of human fish. "Now fancy a genius fishing 
for us ; fancy him baiting a great hook with pickled 
salmon, and twitching up old Izaak Walton from the 
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banks of the river Lee, with a hook through his ear. 
How he would go up, roaring and screaming, and 
thinking the devil had got him ! " We can fancy it, 
and fancy the delight with which Hunt would have 
witnessed the spectacle ! 

We know what Hunt, who was no angler, thought 
about the crueltv of angling. Let us see what Sir 



Humphry Davy, who was an angler, says on this sub- 
ject, in his Sahnonia : "I have already admitted the 
danger of analyzing, too closel}^ the moral character 
of any of our field-sports ; yet I think it cannot be 
doubted that the nervous system of fish, and cold- 
blooded animals in general, is less sensitive than that 
of warm-blooded animals. The hook usually is fixed 
in the cartilaginous part of the mouth, where there 
are no nerves; and a proof that the sufferings of a 
hooked fish cannot be great is found in the circum- 
stance, that though a trout has been hooked and 
played with for some minutes, he will often, after his 
escape, with the artificial fly in his mouth, take the 
natural fly, and feed as if nothing had happened ; 
having apparently learned from the experiment, that 
the artificial fly is not proper food. And I have 
caught pikes with four or five hooks in their mouths, 
and tackle which they had broken only a few min- 
utes before ; and the hooks seemed to have no other 
effect than that of serving as a sauce piquante, urging 
them to seize another morsel of the same kind." 

This, you say, is the special pleading of the angler. 
It is put, I admit, in the mouth of Halieus, who is sup- 
posed to be an accomplished fl)'-- 
fisher; but, to show you that I am 
without prejudice in the matter, I 
will quote the reply of Physicus, 
who is not an angler, but a person 
fond of inquiries in natural histor)^ 
and philosophy : " Fishes are mute, 
and cannot plead, even in the way 
that birds and quadrupeds do, their 
own cause ; yet the instances you 
quote only prove the intense char- 
acter of their appetites, which seem 
not so moderate as Whiston imag- 
ined, in his strange philosophical 
romance on the Deluge, in which 
he supposes that in the antediluvi- 
an world the heat was much greater 
than in this, and that all terrestrial 
and aerial animals had their pas- 
sions so exalted by this high tem- 
perature, that they were lost in sin, 
and destroyed for their crimes ; 
but that fish, living in a cooler ele- 
ment, were more correct in their 
lives, and were therefore spared 
from the destruction of the primi- 
tive world. You have proved, by 
3^our examples, the intensity of the 
appetite of hunger in fishes ; Spa- 
lanzani has given us another proof 
of the violence of a different appe- 
tite, or instinct, in a cold-blooded 
animal, that has most of the habits 
of the genus — the frog; which in 
the breeding season remains at- 
tached to the female, though a limb, 
or even his head, is removed from 
the body." To which Halieus re- 
sponds, " This is likewise in favor of 
my argument, that the sensibility of 
this class of animals to physical 
pain is comparatively small." 

You have heard the man's side, 
and the fish's side, and can judge 
for 3'ourself whether angling is a cruel sport. Wood- 
worth was fond of it ; while Byron held it in contempt. 
Nelson continued the pursuit, after he had lost his 
right arm, holding the rod with his left hand. Paley 
was once asked when a book of his would be fin- 
ished. " My lord, I shall work steadily at it when the 
flj^-fishing season is over." — Henry Rzc/iards. 



